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#-and she hasn’t sroken to him elnce,

Pavhitzhit nt the Sra.

of lita

iny strife—

Clara—=Thesa conductors are ve t
Maud—Deo ry th eughful, Maud.

Clara—Why, i they didn’t hel
throw dnmt.r mﬁ»'&u-’.ﬁm‘“ ::r w e

you think so?

the car starty
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WHERE PAPA LOST WIS PATIENCE.

It was ltila Bobby's first ride on & trole
ley car, and he promptly opencd up:

“Papa, what makes this car go?"
“hlectrielty, Dobby,” answered paps

from behind his paper.
“What Is 'lectricity *
“Hr—it's a power they get from hate
teros and dynamos and such things.”
ltobby was stlent a moment and kept
looking eut the window, Just then an-
other car came by, and Bobby commenced

 agalin,

“is that funny thing on the top of the
car o dynamo, papa?” he nsked.

‘No, Bobby, that's a pole.”

“Do they push it with that pole?**

“No"

“Trull it

“No!™ 1

What is it for, then?"

“en't sk #0 many questions, That s
where the electricily is carried from the

I wire to the car.”
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14 it hoavy to carry?’

“No!"

Tho other passengers wers on a broad
grin ard popa was in o fdg*t. Just then
anather car passéd, and somoe spacks
flashed from the wirs,

“Oh, papa! is that pols burning?" asked
Bobby with reniewed Interest,

Pagpa, thinking to make the best of it,

sighad and said: “No, my son, thal s

caused by the cloeing and brenking of
the cirouit.”
“Iees It often break?"
YR
“Whoe flxen iz
Bobby, will you stop asking guiss
¢ frantic offort of the motorman to

o the our ot o down-grade crossing
st aftracted Master Bobhy's attention.
Papa. what's that coffee mill for?”
BAL'S Bt u Moe mill; It Is the Han-
y turh off and on the electricity. The
tgrns it to start amd stop the car™
socs e wind the car up?’
“No' For Meaven's sake, Dobby, will
visth be quiel?’
Just then the car stoppad snddenly and
ek burrisdly to tho
too much fr

o cotiductor went
vur platicrm. This wan
Ll

“Papal the car st
the mean A0 mot tar thiq
Thie var by ipped bt

pieil  that time and
B indder.

trotley.™

“Then we won't ket home, will we?™

“Cartiinly, why not

“Because the other

night when you

didn't get home Uncle Jock told mamma

he hnd seen you, sl you lcoked s if
you had shipped your troliey,”

SWa get off here!" sald Bobby's father
quickly, ond as tha car started on s

way ngain even the b of tha malor
did not drown Hhd

by And overy Indivilansld
car glanced back antd muarmured, “Ine
brute!™
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